THE    LAST    DAYS    OF    MADRID

leaving the people of Madrid, who had given everything
in the war. I went to the aerodrome without any kind of
disguise, in my official car with flag flying, preceded by
motor-cyclists and followed by a line of cars. It never
occurred to me that the people would make any kind of
show of protest against me. Actually during the journey
through crowded suburbs the people who were ex-
pectantly in the streets showed the greatest respect for me,
and I could see the gratitude in their faces. That was some
comfort.

In the aerodrome, all those who were leaving met.
Among them were my wife, my aides-de-camp, Councillor
Val and General Matallana.

We had some coffee and when we went out in small
groups to take the 'plane which was in the centre of the
aerodrome, Nationalist aircraft flew directly overhead.
There was a moment of doubt, but as there was no time to
lose I arranged for our leaving immediately, giving orders
to the pilots that they should fly very low. As the 'plane
took off, I was deeply moved to see Madrid disappear and
tortured by the thought that this heroic city would be
insulted by the presence of foreign troops. During the
journey, which we made at low altitude, I saw strings of
lorries and groups of soldiers going home, realising,
perhaps, the uselessness of their magnificent sacrifice.

On reaching the aerodrome of Manises (Valencia), I
gathered the fact that the garrison was very disturbed.
I ordered that the troops should be drawn up and I told
them that according to Franco's promise those who had
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